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	I'll Cut You ((W2H oneshot))

AU where Sock & Jonathan are alive at the same time and go to the same school. Thought of this (during f**cking CHURCH) and had to write it. Basically an indulgent oneshot. I'm going to continue a longer W2H fic I started after I finish that transtalia thing I'm doing.

I sit at my desk, my head in my arms on the table.

My soft, grey hoodie smells like fabric softener and coffee where I spilt it on the sleeve. It's starting to dry; but it's still a little sticky.

It's way too early in the morning to be at school (ok, maybe it's the normal time, but 8:35 is too early for _me, _thanks) and I feel like I could drop off again.

Our Metalwork teacher is silently taking attendance before we go into the shop, and most people are on their phones. The strap of my backpack is digging into my back from it's spot slung over my chair, but I'm too lazy to move it.

A boy comes in the door of the classroom, and skips down the four industrial steel stair, shoes making clanging sounds. He's wearing thick-soled leather shoes- Blunderstones or something. "Metalwork, right?" he asks, looking in the teacher's direction.

After all, it's not exactly a shop in here. There's a blackboard and desks, and the floor is painted grey-blue, not concrete like in most shops. There's a sandblaster pushed against the back wall, but that's it. The shop is in the adjacent classroom.

"Yes," replies the teacher (I can't remember his name, so I just avoid using it). "Class, this is our new student. He transferred from Rockheights. It says here your name is-" he glances at the attendance sheet. "Napoleon Sowachowski...?"

Napoleon sighs, like I would if my name was fucking Napoleon. "You can call me Sock, sir." he said cheerfully, sitting down in a desk.

Mr. Shop Teacher dude waits about ten more minutes and then announces

"All right; you can all go in now." to which the class responds by standing and filing into the shop, turning on lights and taking out their projects at various benches.

Metalwork seems to be more about sitting at a bench and talking about your life than actually doing Metal work, but since I don't talk to anyone in the class all that much (because they're all fucking idiots), I've been set to work making a metal pot holder thing out of mild steel.

I reluctantly put it in the vice with a block and start hitting it with a hammer, which is starting to get kind of old. Apparently it needs to be a perfect square however, and never mind that I don't need a potholder in the first place.

Napoleon pulls up a stool to my bench and sits down at it. I didn't notice at first, because I was busy hammering, but now I look up. He grins at me eagerly.

"Hi!" he exclaims.

"Hi..." I say kind of quietly, coming off as just slightly more sarcastic than I actually am.

He falters, he noticed the sarcasm. I feel kind of bad because he seems like a pretty nice dude, but I shrug it off.

"Mr. S said that I should talk to you about projects," he said.

"Oh." I say. Fuck you, Mr. S. Just give me the new guy, who cares I hate literally everyone in this classroom? "Uh..."

Just then, the kid at the bench across calls over.

"_Nap_oleon! Are you wearing a skirt?" I think his name is Steve? I don't know.

"Shut up, Steve," I mutter under my breath. He doesn't hear me. I go on hammering. I only said it because I hate Steve, not in defense of Napoleon or whatever his name is.

"Yeah," says Napoleon evenly. "And you can call me Sock."

"Why?" squacks Steve. ('Ha ha, Nick,' says Steve's friend. I guess Steve's name isn't Steve.)

"Uh, because Napoleon's a pretty stupid name. I mean-"

"No, no." says Steve/Nick, shaking his head as if to clear away any misconception. "Why the skirt?" he asks. "Purple, too. Matches your eyes."

I hadn't even noticed the skirt. He was dressed pretty weirdly.

"Because I can," said Sock indignantly.

"Oh-" began Steve/Nick, but Sock was digging around in his pockets. He pulled out a-

Oh my God. He pulled out an honest-to-God _switchblade _out of his pocket and said, dead serious. "I'll cut you."

His green eyes shone with sincerity as he held the small, silver, well polished and sharp knife. Steve/Nick sat down and shut up.

"Dude, that was metal as fuck." I said to him.

He tilted his head sideways, like a little kid. "Thanks~!" he said.

This kid.


End file.
